gills 
in 
rain 


gutters 


Jade Cruz Quinn 


I heard 

continents can sink 

into subterranean lava rifts, 
Mauritius sunken 

below the Indian Ocean 

(Earth interior) 

What we cali forbidden land. 

I saw there was a pyramid 

at the bottom of the Caribbean, too; 
that they (wWc)ouldn’t confirm it, 
that it was made of crystal 

down at epicenter of Bermuda. 
Where do legends come from? 

If man made them, 

man is profound. 

Could Plato create a lie that great? 
(It happens everyday.) 
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I heard 

continents can sink 

into subterranean lava rifts, 
Mauritius sunken 

below the Indian Ocean 

(Earth interior) 

What we call forbidden land. 

I saw there was a pyramid 

at the bottom of the Caribbean, too; 
that they (vv / c)ouldn”t confirm it, 
that it was made of crystal 

down at the epicenter of Bermuda. 
VVhere do legends come from? 

If man made them, 

man is profound. 


Could Plato create a lie that great? 


Buggers hide in the space between walls 
next to electrical outlets 

Be afraid the TV 

head says They are in your electric- 
al(I) outlets 

TV doesn't call them by name 
They aren't in electrical 

outlets They are in filmy lenses 
where children have bull”s- 

eyes on chests pounding 

They wear masks 

—if they have a head— 
sometimes, they don't wear their heads. 
TV killed theatres 

brought home heaters 

said that 1 can blow up 

my / your apartment 

vvith nothing but soap 

Told us that a man 

tried to blovv up Parliament 

but he didn”t use soap 


(you can) 


Unbuilding 


When 1 was young 1 
could never fall asleep 1 was 
afraid of happenings during 
times with my eyes closed 
like cloud-puffed faces and weight on 
the lungs 
or getting beamed up 
Luckily 1 never saw anyone 
at my second-story vvindovv 
Every night 1 thought 1 might be 


the unlucky chosen one 


Gaze into puddle dimension 
in&out(doors) blurs dream of submergence 
matter encased 

where damp wings 


cannot fly without waterproof coat 


There, I am handicapped 
I have mere lungs 
no chlorophyll nor flippers 


nor subterranean jet propulsion 


Prohibited 
from accessing 
inner space, boundless 


Beyond reach 


We twist unconscious 


Breaths 


Drum beats drive me 
liquid reverberates 
fluid to surroundings 
the Way adapts, 
adopts all in its path, 


unyielding 


Become it 

Cannot waver, 

just ride the underbellies 
and grow scales on all sides 


Undertow won't let go 


(Unsizeable) 


In some worlds, 


elements don’t exist. 
Earth is a utopia imagined 
where exoskeletons peel away 


revealing soft, porous skin 


We walk in tundra 


poker face 
as if emotion is absorbed through eyes 
or was | just sleeping 
or did 1 forget warmth 
stone can never be transparent as glass 
translucent and refractive like crystal 
sometimes 1 move slow, 


slower growing ever so slow 
My presence is slothlike sleepy 
and you grow tired and I cry, 


Wake up wake up 
Wake up for me! 


Um sandy by birth 
sandy by stars; 


And I’m sorry I’m so sandy, 

but it never wipes away 

bottom dweller sea muck 
(smells like low tide) 
(smells like Venetian bayou) 
(the rot of sadness) 


Time again visit spaces enclosed 
small eyes peer cockeyed 
with short reach 
hesitant hand 
clawlike grasping 


& empty always 


our father who art in a grave I don't dare visit for I’ve always known 
that the dead can follow you home follow you become you 1 let the 
dead follow and most nights were sleepless I took baths in sea salt 
because a bruja told me the dead don't like what is holy but she 
didn't explain that salt was holy why or how natives an africans 
and asian mystics their predecessors mutated used them like a gift 
inherent to human I had salt crystals ‘round my neck in a brown 
leather pouch from the reservation she said they’d leave if I didn’t 
relapse only to realize that I was a conjurer I called them to me or 
they preyed but that door I made wide open gaping inviting uncon- 
trol and the dreams were ugly uglier than the noises in the wall peo- 
ple asked what they were and İ said maybe the 757: but they 
only groaned at night and in carly mornings before the sun shone 
when the dissolved into pavement I found a plastic bottle ona table 
at the catholic church I hadn’t been to since I was a child and for the 
first time it felt like sanctuary I wasn’t followed they waited at the 
door I poured the contents into a planter filled it with water salted 
and blessed by a priest I hope holy not corrupt kept the bottle next 
to my bed and pressed the water in a cross third-eye heart chakra 
shoulder symmetry every night before I slept lined my windows and 
doors with white lines of pure salt protection christened the house 
in jesus’ and buddha’s names inviting archangels and I was not alone 
mon amour was with me and he protected me as much as he could 
made sure the lines of salt didn’t fall into the carpet even bathed 
with me though we hardly fit sometimes he would just stand feet s 


Gte gn g SGS 


I always though forte was the best french word 
strong like a fort 


(masking / resilience) 


withstanding I s(t)ay isolated and nucleic 


forte 


is how I want to be 


“back straight, chest not puffed” 


this is not a concept, 


ötre forte 


I slouch 

I don’t practice french 
every night I try to sleep 
with my back straight 
wake up rolled over 
sideways fetal 


remnants of unconscious terror 


do you wonder 
if this is why people 


erase dreams? 


muscles solidify in slouch in-stead 


My life began before my parents were born. 

It began in the Ocean 

long before 

my ancestor John O’ Connor became 

the seafarer. 

My life began before any human eye saw the sea. 
Isee clear glistening pools in my eyes; 

no, I see them in my dreams, and I am so scared 
to touch them 

or I am immersed and afraid to leave. 


So 1 grow gills, 
learn to breathe. 


afraid to return 

to what depths might be discovered 
crystal pyramids and Kraken below 
where I drown my fellow man 

for sport or revenge. 

Aphrodite was never a seamaiden. 
She was foam, flirting 


with earth and air. 


We always want what we aren’t. 
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What seas, what shores 

Where do 1 stand 

Landlocked and far from my sands 
meeting tree feet. 


Three years 
enough, 


no matter if it’s warm 

humidity is like my ocean in the air; 
rain allows 

gills to 


breathe. 


Rumbling Earth, can you feel it? 
I feel the bass in a footstamp 
on a staircase below, 
(this foot has passed, body, too — 
shalom) 


and my solitude will be broken. 


For a long time, 
I used to be so lonely. 
Now, 


I want to be lonely, 
but 1 can't afford a studio apartment. 


Bleak and empty, the sea. 
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